Cry of the Gondoliers

to them across the bay, dip their hands into the golden stream as
though this was their wealth, to live in poverty below the walls of
marble palaces. Isles of Procida and Ischia, the rock of Capri
which Claude painted, as though it were his signature, in every
sea, these islands lie behind the hills In another valley, to either
hand. This is Claudian Italy.

Come away! Come away from Claude!

'The swans whose pens as white as ivory
Eclipsing fair Endytnioifs silver lovey
Floating like snow down by the banks ofPo,
Ne'er tuned their notes\ like I^eda once forlorn.,
With more despairing sorts of madrigals,
Than I, whom wanton love hath with his gad
Pricked to the court of deep and restless thoughts.*

That is part of a madrigal by Roberto Greene, and upon the
wings of that lovely music we float down to where we started
from. The courts of deep and restless thoughts: what are they
but the lists, or tournaments, of Sacred and Profane Love?
Physical and metaphysical, Golden Age and Age of Gold, tilt for
their honour. We have said so much about the world's sweet
pageant, and are loth to go. Here, from the gondola, dark shadow>
dark moth, of which Shelley said the chrysalis must be a coffin,
we glide over to the Zattere. 'A-oelP cry the gondoliers: we are
too late, in time, to hear them sing a strophe of Tasso. *A-6elT
*A~6el!' and we have come back to the quay.
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It is an entire noon upon the waters, and there Is no other
shade than the shadow of a hand. An August noon: but not the
still hour of the ilex. Long hours ago, porphyry and serpentine
slipped below the tide. The palaces trembled and sank into the
sea. It is August, the Augustan month; you hear the sound of
bees in that. It is the month of honey. But, here, no flowers grow.
August means the dipping of the oar.

The heat of the lagoon is an imprisonment. You have your